1928               THE YEARS OF HIDE AND SEEK                 583
published letters: the sort that do not get into print. But even
there I think he would be wrong. There are few good letter-
writers, I fancy: as few as there are good sonnetteers: for the same
reason: that the form is too worn to be easy, and there are too
many who try. It's a less crowded profession, is epic poetry: and
that's why there are few bad epics.
I saw Robert Bridges three or four times, while I was at Cran-
well and Bovington. A rarely attractive being: always on the
tips of his toes, and so distinct from the crowd. Even that hill-top
garden isn't rare enough for his setting. But I like his music
room. Sassoon was very happily inspired when he gave him that
Dolmetsch clavichord. Will you remember me to him, if you
write again? I liked him, and he was kind to me.
Hogarth shone in Oxford, because he was humane, and knew
the length and breadth of human nature, and understood always,
without judging. Oxford seems to me a quite ordinary fire-less
town, now he is gone. He was like a great tree, a main part of
the background of my life: and till he fell I hadn't known how
much he had served to harbour me.
It is interesting that G.B.S. sits again to you. He is beclouded,
like Hardy and Kipling, with works wrhich tend to live more
intensely than their creator. I doubt whether you can now see
him: you know too much. His best chance would be to find
some foreign artist who did not know his face; and to be painted
by him as 'Sir George Bernard*. So perhaps we would know what
he would have been if he had not written. Lately Fve been
studying Heartbreak House \ whose first act strikes me as metallic,
inhuman, supernatural: the most blazing bit of genius in English
literature. I'd have written that first, if I had choice.
Kennington, and John: both hag-ridden by a sense that per-
haps their strength was greater than they knew. What an un-
certain, disappointed barbarous generation we war-timers have
been. They said the best ones were killed. There's far too much
talent yet alive.
Two pages of nonsense: for your three sheets. I am in your
debt. But deserts do not produce any social grace. Yours,
T. E, SHAW*